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Introduction 


My first visit to Thurrock was in November 2002. The weather was grey and threatening rain. Nowhere 
looks its best in those conditions and Thurrock was no exception. But | was intrigued by the drama of the 
industrial landscape, the horses running free over the marshes at Tilbury, the calm of the Mardyke valley, 
and overall the changing light brought by proximity to the Thames even on that overcast day. 


My initial impressions were rewarded time and again, especially on days which could change from sunshine 
so Clear and piercing it almost hurt to soft mists or dramatic cloudscapes. So it wasn’t difficult to find a 
subject for the photographic commission that was part of the Arts Generate programme. Arts Generate 
was an initiative from Arts Council England, East, in partnership with five local authorities which are working 
towards the regeneration of their communities, of which Thurrock was one. A clear issue for Thurrock was 
to change perceptions of the Borough, to show it in a different light, to find a way to draw attention to its 
hidden beauty and the vibrant life of its many communities. 


Richard Heeps is a photographer whose artistic approach is ideal for such a commission. He is drawn to 
the unusual; he can make the ordinary extraordinary. He has shown Thurrock as it was between August 
2003 and February 2004, at a point when the area is poised for change. But he has also interpreted the 
title of the commission in artistic terms: the different light he has captured in these photographs is that 
special Thurrock and Thames Estuary light that | noticed on my very first visit. 


Of course, this is not simply a book of photographs. The project also provided an opportunity for less visible 
groups of people in Thurrock to express themselves, to have a platform where they could be heard, and to 
show themselves in a different light. Working through the national performance poetry agency, Apples & 
Snakes, we appointed five performance poets to work with a number of different groups to create work 
which was initially designed for performance, but much of which is reproduced here in these pages. 


Choman Hardi helped women refugees from Afghan, Kurdish and Albanian backgrounds, who were already 
meeting weekly to improve their English, to express their feelings of homesickness and their relief and hope 
now they are living here. Some wrote in English, others in their original languages with help in translation 
from Choman. Steve Tasane worked with a group of adults with learning difficulties to produce work which is 
poignant and humorous and warm. Isha Mackenzie-Mavinga led a group of older people, all involved in 
volunteering even into their 8Os, to celebrate their achievements. Leah Thorne drew inspirational work from 
a group organised by TRUST (the Thurrock Racial Unity Support Taskgroup). There were people of Asian, 
African-Caribbean and European origin working together in harmony in this group. And finally, Breis, a British 
African rap poet, coaxed moving and thought-provoking work from a group of teenagers from the Gateway 
Community College in Tilbury and made them believe for the first time ever that they really could write 
poetry, and not only that, perform it live as well. 


The groups worked together for six weeks in the spring of 2004, and then performed their work live at the 
Thameside Theatre in Grays to a large and appreciative audience. Two individuals who performed that night 
have since sadly died, and this book is dedicated to them. However, at the time of writing, some of the 
groups and individuals continue to write poetry separately and together. 


Richard’s photographs were used in part as their initial inspiration, and the works were exhibited in the 
Thameside Foyer for several weeks during 2004. However, more than anything the poems reflect the 
private hopes, fears and feelings of people living here and now in Thurrock, people whose voices are not 
often clearly heard. Their work also shows them and where they live in a different light. 


My two windows 


Fahima 


From one of my windows 

| see a lovely green ground 

a quiet place and water sprinklers 
that give life to the fields. 


From my other window 

| see a building, as high as a flag, 
its lights flashing like a shining star 
the bridge looks like an aeroplane. 


At night the bridge lights twinkle 
glittering my eyes. 


Queen Elizabeth || Bridge/Lafarge Jetty, West Thurrock 2004 








KN 


‘Od 





SS 





The river 


Fahima 


There is a river close to my home 
where the ships are always passing by. 
| can not see the river from my home 
our windows are facing the road. 


The river ts dirty 
some people empty their garbage in it 
it seems that they don’t care about the river. 


Little birds circle around the river, 
| have never seen this river dry up. 


Where | live 


Fatima Bakhshi 


| am in England, | live in Chadwell. 

There are two storey houses, some tall buildings 
and the weather is the same most of the time. 
The ground and trees are always green 

the sky is closed with fluffy clouds 

and birds fly swiftly through them 

while the roses blossom quietly. 
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Entrance lock to Tilbury Docks, Port of Tilbury 2003 


The river 


Pashe 


Grays looks more beautiful for the river, 


its blue colour Is lovely. 

| often go out to see the river 
And it makes me feel peaceful. 

| like the river in the summer 

the water sparkles under the sun 
making me feel happy. 


But | like the river even under the rain 
When it looks rough and not smooth 
| look at the boats in the river 

and imagine myself in one of them 
being taken away 

hopefully taken away to my country. 


Where | live 


Zeynep 


We live in Grays now. The houses are beautiful 

The roads are straight and neat. 

There are many shops, markets. 

People are good to us, especially the church people. 


In Turkey our roads were rough. 

The police and PKK were stopping us all the time. 
There was no school for the children in our village 
and we weren't allowed to speak Kurdish. 


Our village was beautiful 

But the police were stopping in our houses every day. 
We couldn't sleep properly, we were scared. 

But here we are not frightened of the police. 


We love our village but we are frightened to go back 
we like it here, where we are not scared of anything. 
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My garden, my haven 


Vera Plumridge 


As | sit beside the pond and rockery [originally built as an air raid shelter] 


enjoying the morning sun, 

listening to the water fountain 

and the frogs croaking, 

watching the birds fluttering in their carefully positioned bath 
and then at sunset flying in flocks overhead 


| have memories of my eleven year old daughter sitting beside 
looking at the steps leading down to the brick shelter 

when she visualised then 

what it has now become. 
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Giving 
Betty Trumper 


Think of a word the lady said 

What kind of a word, | wanted to know. 
One that explains what you do in your work. 
One that tells people what you do. 

‘Giving’ | thought would cover these things. 
So this is my word, ‘Giving’. 


We are giving in our daily lives. 

In different ways whatever we do. 
Giving our time, our thoughts, or love. 
There are so many rewards for GIVING 


Front gate, Bata Avenue, East Tilbury 2003 





Bata Avenue, East Tilbury, 2003 
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super Thurrock people 


Terry Jeffrey 


Super Thurrock Man 

Arrests the yobs and vandals 
Stops them stealing car handles 
They've got no feeling 

Whilst in a hurry 

He cooks a cracking curry 
Works hard for many hours 
Stops it raining 

But he’s not complaining 
Super Thurrock Man 

He’s got super powers 


Super Thurrock Lady 

Is a sharing, caring neighbour 

Helps Super Thurrock Man 

Do the work and hard labour 

She points the way to Lakeside 

And she and Super Thurrock Man decide 

How to make the traffic safer 

Super Thurrock Lady’s friends plant the flowers 
Super Thurrock Lady 

She’s got super powers 


My friend Karen 


James Wellings 


Karen you'll always be my friend 
I'll always think of you 
Wherever you may be 

Karen be happy in France 

But | will miss you 

Good luck Karen, be happy 
Your friend James 


Mr and Mrs Leaf, Bata Avenue, East Tilbury 2003 
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Reality 


Dean 


My last lesson was crap 

now instead of coursework I'm learning how to rap 
my school is boring...it tastes like plain crackers 

| wanna ride my bike not listen to rappers 

I'm always bored, bored when I'm awake 

bored in my sleep, even my sleep's not really deep 


it's the same old routine, I'm bored again 

it's like looking into an abyss 

| want to do jumps on my kx250 

wheelies on my scram 

Steere cea | worked at McDonalds 
on an open field, pass a lonely rock 

wind in my face...or is it my teacher's breath Melanie Heys (1965-2004) 
bringing me back to reality? 

| worked at McDonalds 

| swept the car park clean 

| picked up all the rubbish 

And put it in the bin 

| swept It on a hot day 

| swept it on a cold day 

| swept it in the rain and snow 


| loved McDonalds burgers 

But | ate so many of them 

They made me work so slow 

| couldn’t sweep up fast enough....... 


So | was given the brush off 





The Cow, Barnards Farm, West Horndon 2004 
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Fishing net, Oozedam, Fobbing Marshes 2004 





Where | live 


Mary Rahmati 


London is an enormous city 
In England it rains a lot 
There are beautiful parks in England. 


Listen to the pipe telling a story 
complaining about separations. 


All difficulties turned to us, 

tell me saqi, where did you bring this wine from? 
Get hold of wine and head to the desert 

the singing bird has brought music. 


‘Los Faguaros’: sculpture by Tom Straub, 
Barnards Farm, West Horndon 2004 
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Shoes, boots and laces 


Terry Jeffrey 


Shoes, boots and laces 

People falling over their braces 
Competing for their daily races 
With their shoes, boots and laces 


Shocked and stunned faces 

Trying to put people in their places 

Of some contestants there are no traces 
Of them and their shoes, boots and laces 


The big black stove 


Betty Trumper 


No gas or electric to cook the meals 

NO hot water on tap for bathing. 

No central heating to keep us warm. 

BACK THEN the black stove done all those things. 
It stood in the corner all shiny and bright. 

It was kept alight both day and night. 

It never broke down and was always true. 

Back then that was the black stove for you. 


ha 


wh 
A? 


it 
A iy 
a 
i 


ihe) 
Fine esi 
Neal 


m 
Hi 
Heh a 





Water tower, British Bata Warehouse (Rubber factory), East Tilbury 2003 
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Relief road construction, West Thurrock 2003 
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Hairdresser, Grays 2003 
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Mondays 


Betty Trumper 


BACK THEN 

Get up early to collect the washing. 

From neighbours both grumpy and full of fussing. 
Back to a breakfast, porridge oats and tea. 

Then onto school with plenty of hopes. 


Back then the dinner was eaten with the washing. 


Boiling, Blueing and smelling. 
Lets hope the weather stays bright and fine, 
So that drying and ironing will be done on time. 


BACK THEN 

No washing machines were invented. 

So back to the neighbours all ironed and neat. 
To collect they money so we could eat. 


Back then, there wasn’t anything called BENEFITS. 
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Comparing 


Fahima 


In this country people are honest 

but in our country people are hospitable. 
We love and respect our parents very much 
and we never feel lonely 

but we are lonely here 

even English people are lonely here 

they live with their pets. 

But of course we are free here 

We can study or work 

we can do what we like. 





Farrier (Justin) shoeing horse (Gilly), Tally Ho Riding School, Chadwell 2003 
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Superhero poem 


Terry Jeffrey 


A Superhero can fly higher than a kite 

Tackle fires with his or her might 

Save you and me in times of danger 

Disarm villains like the Lone Ranger 

Stop accidents make an arrest 

Burst open his shirt and vest 

With a letter ‘S’ 

Travel through time and space 

Put evil in its place 

Save the human race 

A Superhero can be your friend/neighbour or anybody 
Even you yourself or | know what Superheroes do 
We can go out there and become Superheroes too 
Who does something heroic 

To stop misery, torture, pain 

Time to chain up the evil ones again 

Got to change into my costume 

The fight for good against evil must resume 
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Mural, Flood Defences, West Thurrock, 2004 
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The things | saw... 


Farhat Arif 


| saw 

| heard 

| touched 
| smelt 


| tasted 


| came to Grays to start my job. After that | met lots of people, lots of 
friendly faces, young boys and girls, laughing and chatting with each 
other. | saw elderly people walking with the help of frames. 


| heard different stories, news and languages from people. This place 
became very interesting to me. | smelt fish & chips, new carpets, 
flowers and fresh coffee. 


| felt a touch of friendly and angry eyes that made me a little bit 
shivered. | touched the feelings of lonely young mothers with little 
babies far from their families from different lands. That bitter taste 
can never be forgotten. 


| tasted such a nice meal in Sikh Temple along with the taste of 
friendship and hospitality. 


| did not see more colourful Asian clothes, lots of bangles in Asian 
women’s hands making beautiful soft music after every movement. | 
did not smell that white scented flower, that blossoms in the evening 
and women put it on their hair. | have not touched that warmth from 
my mum or dad. | did not hear the voice of street sellers early in the 
morning, saying, tazi sabzi taza raag-aaloo gobi tay saag 


Tower 12, ZR Route, The National Grid, West Thurrock 2004 
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The sea 


Karima 


There is a sea near Grays 

a beautiful sea which has some 

small and large boats floating in it. 

Close by the sea, there are some trees 
that add to the beauty of the sea. 

There are various kinds of fish in the sea 
and there area parks around there 
places where children can play. 


The sea 


Fatima 


| was in a hotel about two years ago 

the hotel was next to the south end sea, 

a river feeds from it which is big and bright 
especially in the morning 

it is wild like a drunk person. 

When | sat next to the river 

| smelt the fresh air of the sea 

| forget all the awful things 

when | sit and speak with the sea. 
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Lighthouse, Stone Ness, Purfleet 2004 
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A town called Grays 


Lata Gupta 


Back in the 80s, my friend mentioned 

a town called Grays 

Where on earth was this place? | wondered 
Never heard of it before! 


So, there we went, exploring, the town called Grays 
The first glimpse of Grays’ dull, deserted streets 
Conveyed, chilly, strange feelings 

Sent the shivers, in our bones 


Smell of starch was everywhere 
White dust looked settled on Grays Town 
We also heard, about the Grays Beach 





Packed our lunches, we went to see 

What a Beach ?!! 

Cans, plastic bags, broken glass on the estuary 
A mud bank, broken old wall 

That was the Grays Beach 


Then from distance, we saw two wonderful ladies 
Walking on the footpath with a great big smile 
Their welcoming smile, made our day 

It melted away our disappointment, 

of the place called Grays 


GATE 


FLOOD 


Flood Gate, Grays Wharf, 2004 


Jetty, Grays 2008 
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The older volunteers 


Christine Pitman 


Tho’ no longer quite so sprightly | remem be r red 


There’s no sitting down at home. 
Committees to be organised 

The frail and lonely to be visited. 
Outings to be organised and booked, 
Mirs Jones needs a companion 

For that special trip she planned. 
Help old comrades keep in touch. 
Their memories are part of us, 
Activities for the younger generation. 
There seems to be so much to do - 
They could use some help from you! 


Sriya Rajapaksa 


Red flowers, | still remember them. | remember the 
flowerbed in red and bloomed along the orange 
coloured road. On a rainy day, would the white 
pleated uniform get soaked like paper? 


Where am | now, | was in my classroom, | don’t 
know what happened to me. | remember red 
flowers, bloomed red flowerbed. 


Those were the days | was young and carefree on 
my way to school hearing songs from the radio 
nearby. Worries, responsibilities, nothing was there. 


| still remember the breezes | experienced in early 
morning on my way to school. | would pick up a 
flower to my favourite teacher and would offer when 
| got to school. 


She'd give me an appreciative smile and wear it in 
her hair, which was set in a bun. From time to time 


she'd change the classes. 


| still remember my happy school days. 


Painted insignia of the Royal Engineers, Barrack Room, 
Coalhouse Fort 20083 
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Body shop, Grays 2008 
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That's life! 


Peter George 


Where | live it’s quiet sometimes 
But then there’s the cars with the loud stereos 
But friendly people 


| like going out with my mates 

It’s something to do 

| have a laugh 

We go bowling and to the pub - the Waggon and Horses 
And we go to the Sunday Club 

Or sometimes we drive around in Trevor’s car 

And end up at Ted’s burger bar 


| like my family because they love me 
They help me out 

My brother brings me go-kart magazines 
And he’s going to help me make one 


Bill makes me laugh, he’s the butcher and my boss 
And then there’s Steve, the greengrocer, 
He’s good to talk to and he helps me out 


Poe mM by A Sometimes people shout and laugh at me when they go past 


They upset me - they call me names 


It always rains in Grays, | walk away 

it always snows They are always in a gang - where | live there’s only one of me 
and then the sharks teeth I'd like to get my own back and call them names 

attack the dinosaur They should leave me alone and grow up 


and their babies 
are strong | wish | could read and count money 
Then | could read books and menus and drive a car 
And do all the things | want to do: 
Go on holiday with just my mates - to Yarmouth or Portugal 
And | could visit my cousins in Australia 


Oh well, that’s life! 
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Rifle butts, RSPB Rainham, Wennington and Aveley Marshes, 2004 
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Grays 


Charlotte Auguste 


Grays was the colour of grey mystic, 
full of mysteries, 
lots of history in Grays. 


The sky was grey, 

| was filled with dismay. 

| looked around, thinking 

‘Is this the place I’m going to live in?’ 

| thought, 

‘There must be more to Grays than the colour grey’ 


Now 

It is like the feather gold, 

Grays has been lifted from the colour grey, 

and there is a wonderful colour of people from different cultures. 


The night blends in with the yellow light. 


| once had a vision, 

| was walking slowly through a doom dark cold tunnel. 
No escape, no future. 

Then | saw a bright light shining direct at me 

at the end of the tunnel 

The future of Grays. 


Ammunition magazines, Tilbury Fort 2004 
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The hole story of a dog 


Terry Jeffrey 


Part 1 

Hi there I’m a dog who likes to do 

What most dogs do when their masters are relaxing in the garden chair 
Dig holes to look for bones in the soil 

| know you humans find it annoying when | wreck your garden 

Ruin them roses or conifers chasing rabbits or growling 

And attacking things that aren't there 

Sniff or bite other people 


But what about the hole | mentioned earlier? 


Imagine a poem about a dog who digs a hole 
What would happen if that hole began to grow? 


Well I’m about to tell you! 


Parte 

Thought that | could dig for a bone 
Right outside my master’s home 
But then little did | figure 

That the hole | had made got bigger 
| tried to cover it up 

But instead the hole in the garden began to spread 
Cracks appeared 

In was just as | feared 

My master along with his house 
That had been quiet as a mouse 
Slowly sank into the ground 

The trees had gone 

Everything was wrong 

What had | done 

Under the sun 

| acted like a louse 

And in the end 

My master did send 

Me into the Dog House 


Hat 
atic iN 
Sanit 





Pea bollard, entrance lock to Tilbury Docks, Port of Tilbury 2003 
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#8, Rifle Butts, RSPB Rainham, Wennington and Aveley Marshes 2004 
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Car park location sign, Lakeside Shopping Centre 2004 





The policeman's helmet 


Edna Willats 


BACK THEN 

The policeman’s helmet had a sparkling badge so bright 

It stood out in the crowd as policemen were tall and upright. 

The helmet was a sign of distinction when on a policeman’s head. 
It stood for discipline, safety and respect, as the Law Book said. 
Policeman had big feet, size 10 or larger, to walk their beat. 
Always being aware of any trouble in the street. 

They always had a whistle, it sounded loud and clear, 

When chasing culprits down the street, who had a lot to fear. 
The bobby had his truncheon with him all of the time, 

He used it when necessary to try and stop a crimeb 

Some Bobbies had bicycles, which increased their speed, 

When they raced round the corners, we wondered "what's the need?" 
You could always ask the time and directions for the way 

And dial 999 if in trouble any time of day. 


Policeman had many nicknames, coppers, bobbies and probably more, 

But you still trembled when they knocked upon your door. 

People had respect for them and ail those in high professions. 

Yes Sir, No Sir, Thank you Sir, were always the answers to their questions. 
We daren't be cheeky to them in the street, he would tell our Mum and Dad. 
Dad would say "I'll punish him", Mum said "they're not so bad". 

"Hello, Hello, Hello what are you doing in the corner, Oh | can see, 

Get up and hurry home, or you will be too late for your tea!’ 


Back then we watched the Walking Race, from Barking to Southend, 

We gathered round the school railings to cheer them on round the bend. 
We didn’t mug old ladies, though we did give them a fright, 

For Knock Up Ginger was a naughty game we used to play at night. 

We tied the string on the door knocker, pulled it and ran away. 

A voice would boom out "I'll have the policeman after you one day!" 


AND NOW 

The years have gone by and oh how things have changed, 

There is no respect for persons, things need to be rearranged. 
Where respect and tolerance is again given to the Human Race, 
And, in modern times, selfishness and ignorance have no place. 
Things have now moved on and of course 

Including female personnel to complement the force. 


Police helmets are in museums now, for everybody to see. 
They've been replaced by smart caps, for practicality. 

Police have now Panda cars, whizzing along with sirens blaring, 
They also have helicopters, where round the skies they go tearing. 
They have a "Coppers Shop" to keep the public in touch. 

And do their best in crowd control at football matches and such. 
Policeman look younger as | get shorter and older. 

I'm sure | could lean my head on one’s shoulder. 


IN THE FUTURE 

Police will have a station in the moon, in space beyond the earth. 
They'll still be trying to catch criminals for all they are worth. 
They will chase their culprits round the Moon, Jupiter and Mars. 
And spaceships will have replaced their cars. 

With sirens blaring and blue lights flashing around the Milky Way, 
Keeping all the aliens and spacemen from creating an affray. 
Uniforms will be discarded, spacesuits worn instead, 


And of the policeman’s trusty helmet, there will be no more to be said. 


As the song goes, a policeman’s lot is not a happy one. 
But sometime in the future it could be a lot of fun, lot of fun. 
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| feel safe 


By N 


| feel safe when | do prayer at home. | feel like God has put arms around me. 
There is no one for me or not any place in the world, where | feel safe except the 
place in low light, | share all my problems with God. 


| request to make me safe and after some days when my God listens and accepts 
my request like mother does to her baby. | want to do the prayer again, | feel very 
safe, and yes of course | feel it. 


When there is any trouble, | feel and believe that no one can do any thing bad to me 
because my God is protecting me and | am safe. 


Someone who ruins it for them all 


Glen 


| leave my house to go out on my bike 

Over the field the place | like 

Hitting the jumps and falling down 

Me and my mates all covered in brown 

Then | go home and get my ball 

Then meet my mates in the sports hall 
When | go into the sports hall there is always 
Someone who ruins it for them all 
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Baggage gangway, Tilbury International Cruise Terminal, Port of Tilbury 2004 





Suffice to be a volunteer 


Charlie Mercer 


I've never wanted paying 

For the voluntary work I've done, 
| am proud of my achievements 
And the accolades I’ve won. 


Maybe | am 

Thurrock’s Oldest Volunteer, 
My name is Charlie Mercer 
I'll be 82 next year. 


Still young at heart, | visualize 

A place where youth could meet. 
To engage in group activities 
And get them off the street. 


To strengthen minds and bodies 
Let the free thinkers reflect, 

On being useful citizens 

With equality and self respect. 


Our children are our future adults, 

And priorities are clear, 

To give encouragement to their endeavours 
Suffice to be a volunteer. 
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Volunteering in the 
community 


Alf Adamson (1919-2004) 


Working as a volunteer is a job well done 
With a sense of appreciation with each passing sun 


Working as a volunteer gives you freedom of speech 
It finds you a voice, which is valued and deep. 


Working as a volunteer allows you to understand 
To have patience and faith that they will follow the band. 


Working as a volunteer brings a notion of relief 
Leaving no boundaries on what you can achieve. 


Working as a volunteer takes you close to the community 
Operating individually, or as a team, forming unity. 


Taking on the role of a volunteer has 
Greater rewards than it may first appear. 


The gratitude from others drives your day 
They gain your respect for all that you say. 


It gives you a purpose and a place to be 
It gives you the right to say "I’m proud to be me" 





The Memorial Hall, Tilbury International Cruise Terminal, Port of Tilbury 2004 
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This sleepy town 


Paul Gupta 


| have seen Grays old High Street, now New Road, 
| have seen new High Street change its shape and character umpteen times 
But, | haven’t seen State Cinema keep its charm, piano-player and the piano rise 


| have seen the Grays Beach, docks, walk and gypsy site, 
| have seen the Starch Mill spewing its chimneys with fright 
But, | haven’t seen the promenade that was to be a source of pride 


| have seen Blue Circle land turned into Lakeside Shopping Centre 
| have seen Chafford Hundred sprawling with flats and houses 
But, | haven't seen the old chalk quarries turn into nature reserves 


| have heard the notoriety of Chairman of the demised Grays Building Society 
| have heard of closure of Marks & Spencer from the High Street 
But, | haven’t heard adverse comment about Morrison Superstore 


| have smelt obnoxious smells drifting from Grays Beach 
| have smelt the fouling drains and the never ending fumes from roadway 
But, | haven’t smelt the fragrance of fresh air that rarely comes our way 


| have touched the powder that rains on our town 
| have touched the lilies, the marigolds and trees of almonds and walnuts 
But, | haven’t touched the beautiful roses for fear of thorns and cuts 


| have seen the vandalism raise its ugly head 
| have seen the young generation's discipline in decline 


But, | have tasted and loved the freedom of little Grays Town 


| have relished sights of ancient churches in North Stifford and The Green 
Above all, | have tasted the hospitality and friendliness of this sleepy town 
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Compton Organ, The State, Grays 2003 
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Grays 


A group poem by Andesh, Cameron, Charlotte, Fred, Lata, N, Paul, Sriya and Vera 


Grays is the sound of a graceful harp, a feminine 
instrument, methodical, chiming 


Grays is the sound of horse-drawn carriages, rambling 
along the gurgling waters of the Thames 


Grays is the sound of a cello, suggesting the 
sombreness of today compared with days gone by 


Grays Is a growl, loud, sharp, short, no manners, in your 
face, a growl without reason, quite pointless really 


Grays is a quiet waterfall, its soothing sounds putting 
you to sleep with its peaceful atmosphere 


Grays is a meal of half-cooked stir-fried vegetables, 
with all the goodness not lost 


Grays Is a hard-wood reproduction dining room 
furniture, comfortable, welcoming, soothing to the eyes 


Grays is a soft cosy armchair, where | feel completely 
relaxed and secure 


Grays Is a drink of punch, a mixture of favourite drinks, 
a multi-cultural community living harmonious, merry lives 


lf Grays was an article of clothing, an undergarment it 
would surely be, unseen, its label safely on the inside, 
funny though, the more you hide it the closer it gets to 
you, more than anything, more than anyone 
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Grays is cloudy and damp, but occasionally a rainbow 
appears with the promise of a break in the clouds 
and the beautiful warm caressing sunshine adds its 
magical touch 


Grays is a halfway journey between the faceless 
Underground and the sea 


Grays is a person with a rough, unshaven face, but 
with a warm heart and a cautious, comforting smile 


Grays Is an actor, performing in a pantomime, a pupil, 
afraid to reveal his creativity 


Grays is an old lady, whose vision is blurred - she 
cannot rearrange her belongings but tries to 
encompass the little village around her 


Grays is a working-class person who cherishes his 
right hand for his living, a person whose most 
precious belonging is his family history and 
achievements 


Grays hides his secret love in his allotments, with lots of 
young plants and seedlings ready to go into the ground 


After a hard day's work, Grays sits in a pub with a cool 
lager, laughing, cracking jokes with friends 


Grays beckons people from afar, it says, 
“Accept them, love them and make them feel at home. 
Be big hearted”. 





Interior, The State, Grays 2003 
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Our lives 


Nargis 


We have a peaceful life here, though lonely. 
When | was back home | was with my family 

my family consisted of 14 people. 

The women were busy doing housework till night 
when the men came home. 


When | was a child 

| played with the other children every day 

and | went to school. | didn’t see enough of my mother 
| saw her only when | was hungry. 

But here we think about the children a lot 

we worry about their sleep or awake-ness 

about their food and everything else. 


Women are free in this country 

their rights are very much respected 
Back there women didn’t have any rights 
but we were still very happy with our lives. 
Our house was on top of a mountain 

we had lovely nights up there 

when we could see the lights of the city. 
But here | live in a flat without a view 


| can only see the car park from my window. Wh ere live 


Fahima 


| live in England, in the town of Grays. 

It is always freezing here, it rains all the time. 
The sky is mostly coloured with clouds 

but | love the parks, they are forever green. 


My country was really warm. 

It got extremely hot in the summer 
and we used to sleep on the roof, 
stare at the winking stars. 





Lorry park, West Thurrock 2004 
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| feel safe 


Frederick Yamusangie 


| feel safe in front of a blank paper 
Holding a pen in my hand 

Creating stories | like 

Creating believable characters 
Choosing real events 

While the outcome depends on me 
| feel safe in front of a blank paper 
As it takes me 

Where it could be dangerous 

For me to be in real life... 


British Bata warehouse (rubber factory), East Tilbury 2003 
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Motorbikes 


Dean 


I'm with my mates 

It goes fast 

It makes me feel happy 

Pulling wheelies on it 

| want a new motorbike - a scrambler 

| fell off my motor bike 

My mate Ross was on the back 

Wet mud in the way 

| opened the throttle up and went down the ditch 
"Are you ok?", asked my mate 

| said yes, got up and picked up my bike 
Kicked it 3 times 

It wouldn't start, after the 4th time it started 
| went slow over the mud 

Got to the jump and it cut out. 
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The cycle 


Joan Tucker 


Back then 

Cycling was so much fun 

Even in the rain and sun 

When memories were fine and sweet 
Cycling idly in the streets 


Out in the country we would ride 
Laughing and singing side by side 


Back then 
With packed lunches all prepared 
Lots of goodies, nothing spared. 


And Now 

Cycling is not much fun 

No-one has time for anyone. 

No more cycling through the streets, 
Everything is at a faster speed. 


What now, does the future hold 

For cyclists who want to ride the road 
Cars are honking ‘clear the way’. 

We are faster, SO go away. 

What now does the future hold? 

Just memories of purest gold 

Of cycling in the days of old 

That is what the future holds. 
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Orsett Fen 2004 
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The lake 


Nargis 


We live by the sea 

| sometimes take my children and go to the shore 

we like it very much there, we feel peaceful. 

| love the sound of sea-water 

There are many ships floating in the sea Wh at | love 
and there is a big park near the sea 

a big park with huge trees and lovely flowers. Mary Rahmati 


| love daffodils 

| love the colour green 

| love travelling by plane 
| love swimming 

| love Eide Qurban 

| love watching television 
| love England 

| love Mondays 

| love living in England 

| love the colour red. 





Landing stage (exterior), Tilbury International Cruise Terminal, 
Port of Tilbury 2008 
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Radar tower, Coalhouse Fort 2004 
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Comparing 


Karima 


You asked me to compare my two cultures for you and | will try to. 
We are the kind of people who respect the elderly 

and love our guests, we are always there for each other. 

If we See someone struggling, if we see a stranger, 

We help them and look after them. 

We don't want our parents to end up in homes for the elderly 
neither do we want our in-laws to go to such a place 

we go out of our way to make sure to look after them 

and satisfy them. 

Back home we lived together in large houses. 


In this country life is the opposite j : 
they don’t seem to respect the elderly like we do Townwo mM C N S Q U | d 
they are not as hospitable as we are 

and they give up their old parents to elderly homes. 
This country has progressed scientifically 

and people are generally honest, 

| like how serious and hardworking they are. 


Audrey Meeks 


Back then 

| volunteered to lend a hand. 

And joined TG and was | glad. 

Leaflets | handed out, 

For members to join, to get out and about. 


Names and addresses | took with ease 
Always trying hard to please 

| took round cups, made lots of tea. 
Baked special cakes for all to see. 


And Now 

| still am doing what is needed 
At every single special meeting. 
Friends | meet with every month. 
Some | meet to go out to lunch. 


The Future 

In August of 2004 

It’s TG’s anniversary, | will do even more. 
The Garden Party | will help to run. 

| Know we will all have great fun. 

In Chelmsford this will be 

It will be successful, as you will see. 
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Berthed ship, Port of Tilbury 20083 
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It first happened 


Lisa Relf 


It first happened when | walked into his room 
The shine from the moon hit the room 
It was cool it made me feel real 
Sitting on the chair it was like air 

6pm in the evening 

It was like breathing 

The PS2 and the TV too 

Bigging it up to the Tilbury crew 
Feeling mixed up it makes me happy 
When I'm chatty 

It takes my mind off of Tilbury 

He put his arm around me 

It's like a dream full of steam 


I've got a hi fi 


Terry Jeffrey 





I've got a hi fi 

See the musical notes fly by 
Up into the air into the sky 
I've got a hi fi 


Boom boom says the record as it goes around 
CDs and tapes | just got to try 

Have to experiment | don’t know why 

Because I've got a hi fi 


ALE FOUNTAINS 


mnacross the kitchen table 





Record collection, Radio Caroline, Port of Tilbury 2004 
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Brick House Records, Grays 2003 
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Comparing 


Zeynep 


We are a Kurdish family that fled Turkey 

and come to England for refuge. 

Our homeland was beautiful 

but because of Turkish soldiers 

we had no peace in the land of our ancestors. 


Kurdish countryside is lovely 

but in our land, children have no rights. 
Children of five to fifteen years 

are dispersed throughout Europe. 


When the table is laid 
the elderly and guests eat first 
what is left is then given to the children. 


Our children grow up with pain 
they know about working hard 
they know about suffering and fleeing 


but in this country children are lucky 
they have many rights here 
they have so many good things. 








Barn, Oozedam, Fobbing Marshes 2004 
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Flood barrier, Fobbing Marshes 2004 
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In my country 


Zeynep 


It rains a lot in spring 
all our land goes green 
and our trees flower. 


In the Summer it does not rain 
all our land goes yellow. 


In autumn our trees shed their leaves. 
In winter it snows a lot, 

our hills go white 

our roads get blocked. 


In Grays it rains all the time 

| like Grays, 

there are nice shopping centres 
and beautiful parks 

good schools 

and trains 





The Gull Light Vessel, Grays Yacht Club 200¢ 
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Coconut flotsam, Grays Beach foreshore 2003 
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My life as a chambermaid 


Becky John 


On Thursdays and Fridays | get picked up at 8 
The taxi takes me straight to the gate 

| gather my bucket, my mop and my trolley 
And off | go up the stairs, feeling a right wally 


| knock on the doors to see if they're in 
"Housekeeping here" | merrily sing 

"Can you come back later?" the guest usually replies 
"I’m having trouble fastening my flies" 


So off down the corridor | shuffle my way 
"These doors are too narrow" | frequently say 
My trolley gets stuck, the bottles fall over 
And my face is usually as red as a clover 


At last | find a room ready to clean 


The guests have departed - you can see that they've been! 


The beds are unmade, the bins overflowing 


The whole place is a mess - what have they been doing? 
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| get out my binliner and in goes the litter 

| clear up the bathroom and make it glitter 
The dirty linen | take to the cages 

The whole thing takes me ages and ages 


| make the beds, | hoover the floor 
| dust and | polish right up to the door 
| polish the mirrors, | clean the loo 
There isn’t anything that | don’t do 


And when I've done one | find plenty of others 
These rooms are nearly as bad as my brother's 
Why don’t they think of the poor chambermaid 
Who tidies and cleans...but hardly ever gets paid! 


Former Bata hotel, East Tilbury 2003 


Stairwell, former Bata warehouse, East Tilbury 2003 
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| feel safe 


Cameron Eaton 


| feel safe with my cat, 

he is the only one 

who can share all my secrets 
and keep me safe 


| feel safe under my bed, 

| can think of what I’ve done, 

| can think of my family, my pets 
and that’s the place | like to be. 


I'm safe everywhere | go, 
people look at me and smile 
and I'll smile back at them! 
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A letter 


Shabanoo Alidadi 


| write a letter with anguish 
and tie it to the pigeon’s neck. 


Take this letter to my dear mother please 
Take a thousands sighs of longing from me 


I've felt this separation from my heart 
| have longed for your lovely scent 


| couldn’t stand one day without you 
But now I’ve seen months and years of it 


We didn’t create these separations, God did 
He made it the destiny of the ungrateful 


Separation, separation, separation 
Dear God, | wish this word would vanish. 


The Chapel, Tilbury Fort 2004 





St Clement's Church and Proctor and Gamble factory, West Thurrock 2004 
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A place 


Karima 


You ask me to talk about a place 

and | want to talk about Afghanistan. 
Afghanistan is neither too big nor too small 
but it has lovely weather and fertile land. 

It has four distinct seasons: 

In spring the temperature is just right 
Summer gets too hot and windy 

in autumn the beautiful golden leaves fall 
and it snows a lot in winter. 


In Afghanistan people are very hospitable 


maybe partly because of it’s harsh weather. 


People respect their culture and traditions. 
During the monarchy there was no war 

no disagreement. There were schools, 
factories and best products. 





WE 


Women used to work, 

Men used to wear western clothes. 

There were beautiful places, Kabul was beautiful. 
There were picnic places, historical sights 

such as Mazareh Sherif and Qandahar. 


If there is peace, Afghanistan is one of the most 

beautiful places on earth. 

There used to be some Americans 

and Russians who lived there. 

We had import and export relations with many countries. 
We used to trade with the world. 


Gun emplacement, Tilbury Fort 2004 





Vintage eastern European tank, Tilbury Fort 2003 
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Make up 


Jenny Williams 


Putting make up on in my room 

School clothes on I'm by myself 

Mascara, eye shadow, blusher on my shelf 
Feeling like an elf, | phoned Lisa Relf 

My rooms a mess and | don't care less 

| live in Tilbury 

A shit hole 

If you go outside you would probably see moles 
| hate it here, | would rather live in beer 


The British culture 


Pashe Krasuigi 


| like the culture in this country, 

people are very polite. 

Women have many rights here 

it is a democratic country 

people can freely express their opinions 
but what | don't like is 

how families are not close. 

In my country families were close 

they help each other a lot. 

In my country the elderly and parents 
are much more respected 

but in my country it is also true 

that women have no rights 

they get no respect from family or society. 


Mural #2, flood defences, West Thurrock 2004 
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That's volunteering 


Joan Tucker 


Of all the things I’ve ever done (back then) 


Been Lieutenant in Girl Guides - Oh Boy what fun. 
Especially being Quartermaster - camp fire food what fun. 
For 7 years (back then) | ran a group for ladies - social studies 


We covered all aspects and had lots of fun, 
Even put on plays, by gum - that’s volunteering. 
Making toys and baking cakes, 

Keep fit classes | did take - that’s volunteering. 
Demonstrating what | have done 


Worked in Drama, ho what fun - that’s volunteering. 
And now | do tomboling to help animals who are ailing - 


that’s volunteering. 

And now, I’m secretary for TOFF 

And delegate for BEGOP - that’s volunteering. 
And Then, in future, what will | do? 

Carry on and see it through. 

TOFF has helped to Put Thurrock on the map 


What a feather in our caps - that’s volunteering 
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Where | live 


Nargis 


| live in a small English town 

my neighbourhood is called South Ockendon 

| live with my family, we have a peaceful time 
but in Afghanistan we had a big house 

with a large garden full of apple trees 

we also had some vegetables in our garden 
such as aubergine and okra 

but here, there is no news of such things. 
Here, all seasons are wet 

but there the seasons were different. 

Here, it is clean and tidy, 

may be this is whey there are less diseases 
but there because of the war and its aftermath 
there are many unattended, unclean areas 
places were germs thrive and illness spreads. 


Straw bales, Fobbing Marshes 2004 
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Mardyke, South Ockenden 2004 


Wah 


My uncle 


Nicola Gay 


My Uncle drives a black cab 

In London 

Stuck in traffic 

Waiting for fares, seeing the stares 
Taking all the flack 

Running them there and back 


He has to be forgiving 

It’s his living 

If only he could sleep all night 
Instead he sits and watches fights 


Passing by Big Ben 

Every now and then 

He meets a stranger 

Could be danger 

No, it’s a fare to be taken somewhere 


He sighs with relief tonight 
There’s no grief 

It's time to take the journey home 
Along the road he came 

With only one aim: 

The Money 


My sister 


Gary Lewis 


My sister is great 

She shows me love 
and understanding 

She makes time for me 
| don’t have to pretend 
She Is my friend 
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My mum 


Mark Turrell 


My Mum is great 

She brought me up 

The Perfect Mate 

When | was little I’d hear her say 
"Come on Mark, it’s time to play" 
She would sit and read to me 
Whilst | was sitting on her knee 
She would show me pictures on the 
pages 

| would sit and stare for ages 
Ducks, animals 

Even waterfalls 


Now I'm older it’s time to say 
Farewell to fun and play 

Now I've got responsibilities 
People depending on me 

| look back at times gone past 

And | wonder will it last 

| wish | was that child again 
Splashing in the pouring rain 

And now as an adult I've lost my way 
| phone my Mum and hear her say 
"Use your imagination" 

She’s my source of inspiration 

My Mum is great 


6 





Langdon Hills Country Park 2004 


UE 


Acknowledgements 


This book has been produced with support from the National Lottery. 


Thurrock Council would like to thank the following individuals and organisations 
for their co-operation in facilitating Richard Heeps’ photographic commission 
and for supporting the community poetry groups both during the workshops 
and their performances. 


Mark Allinson and the staff of Thameside Theatre, Grays; Neville Baldwin; Bata 
Shoes Ltd; Brick House Records; the Bridge Hotel, Truckworld; Jonathan Catton; 
Mike Catton, Coalhouse Fort Project; Linda Clampett; Sheila Coates and Lee 
Egglestone, SERICC; Geraldine Collinge, Apples & Snakes; Sarah James, English 
Heritage; Avril George; Christine Graves; Grays Yacht Club; Bernard and Sylvia 
Holmes, Barnard’s Farm; Lafarge Aggregates; Les Johnson; Mr and Mrs Leaf, 
East Tilbury; Maggie at the Cabin Café; Barrie Magnurson; Carlie Mayes, RSPB; 
Morrisons Supermarkets plc; Kevin O’Shea, Unilever Bestfoods; David Porter; 
Radio Caroline; Annette Reeves; Jenny Smith; John Smith, G.C.S. Coachworks; 
Nick Stanley, Langdon Hills Country Park; Tally Ho Riding School, Tilbury; Barbara 
Ward, Thurrock Volunteer Bureau; Rachel Ward, Gateway Community College; 
Shaku Williams, TRUST; Marion Wollaston, Port of Tilbury; Neil Woodbridge; 
Pam Wright 


THURROCK “> COUNCIL Sen® arts|generate® 


LOTTERY FUNDED 


80 












1 


KP-314-000 





